CHAPTER 11





	It was odd passing through adolescence in a society that felt traitors had infiltrated it and that sought out these traitors and publicly purged them for undermining the old ways of dogeat-dog, greed, selfishness, pride, murder and madness, a society that deliberately fired, jailed, put on trial, mocked, tortured and gagged anyone who proposed an end to conflict as a way of life, anyone who suggested it was desirable to compromise and make deals, anyone who admitted they were unsure about America's right to do what it wanted at all costs, who claimed citizenship in the world rather than in our own small country, who reproached us for wanting to kill, exploit, control, seize, advance, capture, dominate, and who instead told us we should pause, be patient, concede, cajole and relinquish.  I only know that I could no longer tell the difference between my elders and my friends.  The animal life of adolescence did not differ in the least from the stalking, hunting animal life of adults.  No change was being required of me before I would be granted entrance into maturity; where I felt a fierce young need to hate, fight and destroy the adult symbols of authority, I found that this was exactly what the adults were already doing.  We were all in the same boiling pot, young and old, and boys like me were taught to reject reason, law and order, patience, peace, cooperation, and were brought up on conspiracy, counter-revolution, force, indignation, and all the other wily means of the late Forties that were used against the few worldly men among us.


	There is nothing so willing to be animal-like as the young human animal-you have only to let him do as he wishes, which you did, and he thrives on lust, hungrily learning to kill as quickly as possible, crudely practicing cruelty to protect himself.  Cunningly accepting no rules that are not enforced, he goes his own way, accepting nothing but what he can use or eat or screw, knowing nothing but what he absolutely wants to know, rejecting all that does not work, remembering little from the past and concerned only with the present because the future contains his death and he is concerned only with himself.  He goes his own way, not yours, but his, and it is a new one into which he was not guided but which his whims simply led him into, and so although you may think he is lost he may be well ahead of you, unseen, probing his own concerns happily in ways you cannot imagine.  If you --- my elders --- wanted to play at being killers just for fun while never really committing yourselves, you must face the fact that by your example in those nightmarish days you made real killers of us, your sons; and someday, looking around for frightened game, our eyes may turn on you.


	There is no fear like the one you will find if you suddenly remember us in the light of what you have done.  We have absorbed it all as part of our experience and now we face you with our eyes searching, measuring you in the way you have taught us, with no compassion, estimating your prowess in terms of ours as we move in for the kill slowly as in those vague days when we had four feet, a smile recalling the grinning mouthful of teeth.  We sons grew up in the days when the tiger walked the land freely, and now we are strong and have learned all that we know from the tiger.  We follow you, waiting only for the last leash to snap, or for you to drop it, or for the opportunity to bite it to bits, leaving us free to jump upon you, like a young tiger takes an old one, like the young deer replaces an aging leader, like the worst wolf makes his place at the head of the pack by killing the old grey-haired one, like a young bull elephant usurps the old faltering bull, like the apes, the mountain goats, like even the men long ago who took over the wild clans.  Your strength gets weaker every day.  Ours gets stronger.  The result is fixed, a matter only of time.  Soon you will be dead.


	Just as you are vicious, just as my dog Fritz was vicious, well then so I am vicious, and I try to be better at it than anybody around, for if I were not this way I could not survive-it is the way society has been rigged and not by me, for killers, for animals, for greedy quick souls, for the greasy, the muscled, the crude, the vicious, the shortsighted, the money-hungry, the cruel, the filthy, the lusters, the sensationalists, the cheap, the sentimental, the rabid, the mobsters, the criminals, the haters, the whiners, the bleeders.  When you made it so if a young man was not one of you then he couldn't survive among you, then you made the young man become just as stark, tough, vicious-a snarling specimen that knew no other way except to be the best of his kind, the quickest, fiercest, killingest animal around; and this is exactly what we became.


	So here we are for better or for worse, for richer or for poorer, in sickness and in health, in good times and in bad --- stalking, stalking anything, ourselves, our loves, our enemies, our friends, you!  We have learned all the lessons only too well, all the tricks, the rationales, the excuses, the alibis, the reasons, the prayers, the forgivenesses.  The religions even taught us we would be forgiven for anything, no matter how dreadful, and we take great heart in that, because we are dreaming dreadful things, a wild burning orgiastic blood-bath.  All will go in a screaming, gory fantastic gush of blood and flesh and arms and legs and head, all.


	It beats down deep inside now, this need to strike something, tear it to death.  In my time I have seen four kids kick a man until his body was a bag of crushed bone, because he had called them punks.  I have seen at least one carefully planned gang attack on a streetcar full of people, terrorizing them until they pulled money from their pockets and begged the kids to leave.  I have seen two boys taunt a young wife in an alleyway and when she threatened to scream they told her they would tell what they had seen, her screwing on the couch in mid-day with a salesman from up the street, so she quieted down and soon they led her back home and took their places on that happy bouncing couch.  I have seen kids tear up a classroom with no fear that their names were known.  I have seen them back a teacher into the lavatory and stick his head into the toilet, daring the authorities to throw them out of school because that was what they wanted, because they could not bear to sit through the lies, the weasling history, the exhortation of phony ideals any longer, and they wanted to get outside where their skin could stop crawling, where they could avoid people if they wished, where they could leave or smash the mouths shut when the mouths practiced conceit.  I have seen one gang go berserk on a city street and rip up stores, from one to the next, ending up at the city hall where SHIT was carved into the mayor's desk.  I have seen a cornfield burned, a barn, and even a cow go up in flames bleating before a few sat down to slice the burned flesh off and have an impromptu picnic.  I have seen people thrown into quarries at night, flailing the water and wondering what the kids had against them.  I have seen the kids afterwards stand about and shout curses at the sky trying to make just one lie come true and bring God down on them by daring Him.  I have seen a car pushed so goddamn fast that anything that got in its way would be crushed without a chance.  I have seen a cycle sent riderless right into rock, careening at a wall at ninety miles per hour after it had been stolen, and then wheels flying forty feet up from the flames.  I have seen stink-bombs set off in theatres just for fun of watching the people thrash pushing and screaming to get out.  I have seen police cars ignited with burning brooms hurled through carelessly opened windows.


	And I have seen the blood, always the blood, from faces, arms, scalps, legs, knees, blood, blood, blood, until I began to think red was the color of the world.


